84                        OFF SHORE.
As the veil of the shrine Of the temple of old When darkness divine
Over noonday was rolled ;
So the heart of the night by the pulse of the light is convulsed and controlled.
And the sea's heart, groaning
For glories withdrawn, And the waves' mouths, moaning
All night for the dawn,
Are uplift as the hearts and the mouths of the singers on leaside and lawn.
And the sound of the quiring
Of all these as one, Deshed and desiring